PATCHWORK                                        "A"
dropped to catch the decorated parapet of the
library roof.
Out of the white and yellow motor cars the
potentates emerged, princes and merchant princes,
vakhils, vakhils, vakhils, politicians, members of
Congress, members of the Provincial Legislative
Assembly, members of the Indian Legislative
Assembly, the Rajah of the adjoining native state,
whose father had subscribed half the money to
build this College and had entertained my father
forty years ago, when shooting and princes were in
fashion, before fat stomachs and politics and the
Bar had become the rage. Autocracy, plutocracy,
democracy . . . /c/3error, indeed, progress? Who
knows?
Presently a card was brought me, inviting me to
present myself before the Governing Body. (I have
been here just five months to-day.) I gathered up
my papers and walked along the cloisters into the
back door of the library, by which .entrance,
apparently, I was not expected.
However, I was easily recognisable, though very
few of these men had seen me before. The Moslems
had mostly come in horse-drawn barouches and
were gathered very much at one end of the table.
Some of these had already called upon me, either
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